456	A MODERN COMEDY
The Committee, indeed, did not like it, but they lumped
it; and the Address went out with an effigy on it of Michael,
looking, as he said, like a hair-dresser. Thereon he plunged
into a fray, which, like every other, began in the general
and ended in the particular.
During the first Sunday lull at Lippinghall, he developed
his poultry scheme—by marking out sites, and deciding
how water could be laid on. The bailiff was sulky. In his
view it was throwing away money. " Fellers like that! "
Who was going to teach them the job ? He had no time,
himself. It would run into hundreds, and might just as
well be poured down the gutter. " The townsman's no
mortial use on the land, Master Michael."
" So everybody says. But, look here, Tutfield, here are
three c down and outs,' two of them ex-Scrvicc, and you've
got to help me put this through. You say yourself this
land's all right for poultry—well, it's doing no good now.
Bowman knows every last thing about chickens, set him
on to it until these chaps get the hang. Be a good fellow
and put your heart into it; you wouldn't like being ' down
and out' yourself."
The bailiff had a weakness for Michael, whom he had
known from his bottle up. He knew the result, but if
Master Michael liked to throw his father's money away, it
was no business of his. He even went so far as to mention
that he knew " a feller " who had a hut for sale not ten
miles away ; and that there was " plenty of wood in the
copse for the cuttin'."
On the Tuesday after the Government had fallen Michael
went up to town and summoned a meeting of his * down
and outs.' They came at three the following day, and he
placed them in chairs round the dining-tablc. Standing
under the Goya, like a general about to detail a plan of
attack which others would have to execute, he developed

